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The world is succumbing
in the prison of dense darkness.
The tiny isle of human heart
is battered
by the rolling tidal oceans.
This well of dense darkness
is covered by the night
and by the distressing mist.
Where is the way?
Where is the diamond
with the power of golden touch,
the great radiance of life?
Where is the bright sun-boat
that can reach
the bank of Styx of darkness?
Sonia, where is the light?
Sonia, you are the divine creeper
in the form of a maiden.
O you, the tiny, warm, soothing
sweet heart
beyond the realm of passion!
You are the supporting branch
for the cursed falling Thrishankus.
You have explored
the deep depths of lives,
the shadows of the red edges
of the sacrificial blood of the heart,
the venomous traces of hidden insects
concealed
under the wrinkles of experience,
the impatience, emerging
from the burning fire of hunger,
the pathetic human body,
an anthill of sins, greed and mockery:
You can't bear their blows.
All the tears of the world